émpathy/Trap 


By laura Johnson 


Protoque/Opening Prayer [Introductory Poem... p. 3 


Abuse... p. 8 


Apollo... p. 28 


Jism... p. 56 


Prologue 


Feel the pulse or the blood trickle, a mirror 
of life in that hashed out sense, the turning 


of an arc, creaks in such a way I cringe 
at the velocity of a cliche, but this too breaks apart and is replaced by a place of 
transference, beyond allegory, but where corresponding textures and systems cause 
meaning. “A life” emerges from the rushes of dead life. The thud of deadness is the 
exhausted words, which still sing, displaced in a night. 


And so in this clutter stand the words like billboards, Abuse, Apollo, and Jism. Abuse is the 
overhang, Apollo is the study, and Jism is the expulsion. Abuse/Apollo/Jism. The expulsion 
of abused studies, the artifact of this that carries through the upholding of legacy and 
thereby community. The fabric that is made of the pixelated cum stains mirroring the 
communion with trees and flowers. Sickness and fragrance, cyclical time. The struggle with 
defeatism, and whatever is succumbed to in the face of death. Or the embrace thereof. 
Abuse apologism? 


A subject on trial, as Kristeva would say. The pleas, the questions, the theorizing. Voices 
that speak through the poems, a voice I carry that assumes the facade of continuity. 
Woman standing against a wall, I call myself, hoping that even if in your entrapment you 
are proven right, you will see the potential. 


It’s the utterance of hurt against the backdrop of endless hurt 


and it’s “beautiful.” 

That effect bleeds, the wake of an aesthetic vibrancy that dissolves into the frame, 
everything such a powerful solvent. Your mask, a torch and a bridge. Then we invert as we 
pass sites, cemeteries. This can’t go on this way but it’s also the way it’s always been. 
Beholding, as an empath. Entrapped, as a communicator. The levels of layered stories 
rising 


Opening Prayer 


The story is like chalk on 
a blackboard, 
The emanations, 
like shards that come together 
without explanation. 
A thought reared its head 
and said "I am winter, I am a storm." 

Another thought reared its head and said, "I am just thin enough to look like a lie." 
The third one came forth, as a beacon, the only one that we can see, though it will not be the last. 
The thought after that, a recognition 
that though this may not 
be the truth, it is the only light. 

Oh, this procession 
from silent vertigo 
to feet walking straight 
and back again to 
the unbalanced- 
wherever we are, 
we are starlit 
and ongoing. 


I said it was an insurrectionary time, 
said it to myself in a whisper- 
silent, but leaning forward 
and not shifted by waking, 
not stirred except 
by this focus, this rotation 


winter came again 
and the same ordeal was present- 
although I was losing someone, 
and spring came early. 


2012 happened- 
something, if not the end, 
if not a beginning, still occurred- 
and we passed from one spotlight 
to another in this cold earth- power 
hinging on words and so much more 
yet, no one deafened at all. 


Patriarchs and matriarchs 
like wind chimes in the wind, 
faded though glowing- 
intersex body risen, 
welcomed by them 
if only by legacy 


and if legacy the part of legacy we 
can reorder. 
No one knew that we'd have 
a president like this, 
but hot takes and grievances 
swirled around in the air. Deeper, 
we were snapped by 
exposure- outed abuse, 
factions and faltering. 
Newtown happened 
a week before the Mayans said 
the shift would happen- 
thawed secrets were being 
unwoven- 


gauze and glow dimmed 
by all of this, carried out, 
now in solidarity- 


me too, us too, you too. 


A snapshot like this is hard to blot out- 
I wanted to look away, 
as it seemed like everywhere was landmines. 
And I know that spring bloomed- 
I know that I shook the hand 

of the Beloved for the first time 

in my adult life- pacing forward 
into tranquility in those moments- 


a whole explosion of illumination 
after saying “amen.” 
Take this snapshot, though- 
and see in it the germ 
of what we are in now- 
and tell me it wasn’t linked 
in a way that transcends labels- 


tell me the wound is not nameless- 
and maybe it isn’t- 
but lean onto me in the process. 
Beloved Above, Beloved Below, 
I want to hold hands and walk 
forward into the garden- 


a break from sacrifice, 
and then back to it, 
renewed, refreshed. 


Abuse 


“Its a free country and only God 


can judge me.’ 


I pull a card and it’s 
this couplet, a card that 
revolves, is the joker, 
is the technicolor pastoral 


upon breath 
between breaths 
beneath breaths 
to say in standardized groves 
if pressured. I see you eluding 
but that’s the thud 
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the ripple 
the Varsity and the Volleyball 
linked up in a chain link dance, 
superlative to itself, youth 
of various generations, 
the Gestapo and Hitler Youth. 
Through a magenta swirl 
amidst cultures built by others. 
The Jazz pattern on a Dixie Cup 
(don’t say you weren't there 
a fawn response in the classroom 
or at recess 
cheese crackers packed for submission) 


Here goes the chasm you watched 
haunt your streets- was that? Is that? 


I stumped them then and I'll stump them now. 
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“Its a free country and only God 


can judge me. ” 
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In that establishment, lacquer 
and secrets wrapped 
around each other 
in a fragrance 
you asked me 
“why aren’t you more free?” Or was it 
the other guy then, were we outside when you said this 
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and I knew what you meant but 
what could I do 
Founder of the S S which was a club 
you looked like a Mickey Mouse T-Shirt 
like, not necessarily that you looked 
like Mickey Mouse but more like one of those 
shirts with him on it, like the one 
Brian Wilson wore in the early 1970s- 
especially when it was on him. 
I don’t know man, 
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“Its a free country and only God 


can judge me.’ 


J 
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I’ve cemented myself 
here in this vast uninterrupted sea 
of interruption, I mean in the cement 
and not just through gadgets, 
like on the paths I barely ever walked 
with the lamps, 
magical and almost hidden. I shunned 
seeing anyone who knew me, 
and was on ice when someone made me know them. 
Because you chew, 
because the road and its boundary form 
an optical illusion, 
I felt an air around me that I couldn’t question. 


I could only bend it, and the melodies would be dead on. 
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Apology 


the syncretism is a predatory place 
but I don’t know where else to dwell 


maybe it could float above the world 
and could unfold like a flower nah fuck that shit 
but maybe 


chrome flower, forgiveness 

bluetooth, disembodied incantation 

you come into this world and get placed 
in the white male 

basket and are taught from early on 

to see your complexity as separate 


from the world 


and that is a whole ass 
problem. 


For years I argued that there’s a difference 
between a diaspora conditioned 


by exile and another 
conditioned by subordination. Crickets. 


Cicada, si—cah-dah. 
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Earth 


It would always annoy 
me when they 


would say “earth to Garrett” 

when trying to get my attention 
the ADHD, dissociation seeping in 
already, little horse twirling 

a propeller, then 


planets, then 
cars, then TV 
and video 


games but that was when I was 
beginning my voyage, trying to fit in 
but the cartoons were calling 


to a kid like me in a theater 
near you, I never could sustain my 


imagination enough 
to use it for 


more than a couple of pages, 

a dive into the unexpected, 

a performance for the 

public. You took a ruler 

and set me in memory 

so when I graced the 

funny pages again it 

wasn’t Funnie to some of y’all 

D. Deyette said “you had the beatnik/Doug thing going on, no one else 


was taking it there” 

Guess I avoided becoming a Doug 
I’m sorry if I was 

being inflammatory 


when I could have 

talked to you as the months 

went on, as the leaves and birds flew 
into anew home 


but still, Hans Asperger 
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and Marjorie Taylor Greene 
have walked the Earth, 

the earth as it was 

to Garrett 
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A Colorful Death 


I had a dream and 
you were in it 


you were dying again 
in some nursing home 
your hair was shorter 

and you were smiling 


a dream slice- gets harder to paraphrase 
but I remember we were all dying 

and I remember it was a riot, a ball 
going into separate hells 


you know about me 

said, not mockingly, 

“i wanna be an artist 

and put bloomers on in the morning 
and panties on at night” 


i think a lot about eternity 

a century between your birth 

and now, people talk about a timeline shift 

but I learned it’s all one big story, 

started before you or your grandparents were born 


a private hell was just a point of confusion 


And they said, 
“you are not a 
woman, 
you are not recognized as such, 
so you won't go where women go. 


you will go to Ukraine, 
but at least it’s not hell.” 


In the final scene I felt like a man 
throwing my hand down at the floor 
saying “there is no meaning 

other than to proclaim a meaning.” 


the dream is thinned 


in the course 
of the day. 
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Meet me at the Coca-Cola freestyle D D 
and we'll talk about our privates if x 


this is the eve of destruction 


POWYS 


And what a party we're having: 


209 (5 
QO eee 


not ashamed to select sugar-free cherry 3 ; 
vanilla Pepsi with our gluten-free burritos, the parking lot is nearly full 


— =- 


hink of my teenage , years when I tried to carry the cross 
of iconoclasm against a backdrop of fatigue 


think of the truce between iconoclasm and conformity 
blue balls forever 


i ~ 


Mould have binged more when my body could take it 


T 
a 
q 


-n + 
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TAP es 
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It was a symbolic departure 

perched atop a curved moment, 
mastery a dull trickle in an abstract 
frame, the phone charging on the wall 
I viewed your response out of spite 
my therapist didn’t even want me to 


it was an empowering act of disobedience 

I felt the pull, he later said I seemed very anxious 

It didn’t really hit, like he was missing something 

Like there were many who missed something, including me 


I don’t want anything back, 

I’m just scouring the surfaces I can now face 

I am delighted to see I’ve destroyed it all 

in your eyes. Now the plants can rise from the craters. 
The car dragged the telephone the street 

left a trail of magenta smoke 

in its wake 

Nessie appeared out of the ocean 

Nessie, amidst gallons 

of water, of spirit, 


on an abstract mount, 

a small vaginal crystal 

in the exploded mountainside 

Blended with discovery, 

with curses, family lines, 

childhood trauma 

Nostalgia cycle, I called it 

Mark Fischer Price because it 

is 2000s nostalgia and I was a teen then 
And am taking hormones now 

The lens does not convince me to quit 
Perhaps I’ll see you again, upturned 

in the rhythm, the highway, compassion 
ringing, Heidegger and Celan, 


Celan, Celan sailor 
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RIBBONO SHEL OLAM 
Written in Feb. of 2021 


l. 


There is a story about a deep M 


forest where you can get lost 


A P 


panum 
trapped in a force that saps you of the things that 
drew you to it by indulging them, 
until you are not a solid 
but a curtain of smoke, tepid flesh 
and the indulged parts glow 
and they speak of the devil 
He manipulated you 
There was talk of his walk and the posts 
he frequented 
Checked off on his list 
He went off into the woods himself 
Multiple times 
Only to come crawling back 
Renouncing the woods 
Saying they are just things to pass bv 
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~ But in these woods there is a small creek 
The rolling water is a sound in the encased space 
And your body curls up there 
This is the body 
And this is the turning of the clock. 


l am telling you 
you are safe. 


|] 
|1 


N 


And this... 

this leads to her resurrection 

in which she is fucking the devil 

bareback, cowgirl, 

his thick cock stretching her asshole 

he is anonymous to her 

she catches a brief whiff of her own shit 

and feels embarrassed 

but then remembers a band from her hometown% 
literally had a song called “her shit on his dick” 
and carries on. 

There is a fantasy in which they both cum together 
and it is tucked in the ground, 


g © oO 


A 


buried underneath a yahrzeit glass 
that has not been lit. 


Smoke rises. 
(his is rainbow time 
thimbles of yarn hung in cat’s cradle shape 
in the sky, needle and thread remembered for innocence, 
and the care with which she surveys 
the deciduous forest. 
Fresh air at last. 

Gt 4 

M// 
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There must be a relationship 

between ritual and rupture 

to pinpoint a dead horse in the live moment 
. let it burn 


ese 
seek shelter- so say a b’racha 
Say a b’racha 
for missed opportunities 


Say a b'racha Say a b’racha 
= for panicked internet searches 


for cheating and dodging _ a Se es 


“Say ab’ racha 
for being unmedicated, overmedicated, or addicted 


-Say a b'racha - Say a b’racha Say a b’racha 
for gas-lighting for toxic expressions of love we for infinite decline, relapse 


Say ab’ racha same, SHY A b’racha 
for naked family members for home and its gnapliness 


~ Say a b’racha 
for reprimands and raised voices making you cry 2 


a 
Say a b’racha ee 
for tears breaking through dissociation a ieee 


Say a b’racha ra 
for walking around in the early spring debilitated as fuck 


~ Say a b’racha 
for not wanting your child self to meet you 


Say a a b’racha 
for flipping this around once you start defying their idea of you 
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“Say a b’racha 
for all the books burning 
Say a b’racha 
Q {or being fat shamed 


Say a bracha o Say a b’racha í . , : 
i o {or earning disappointed and confused looks simply for wearing a dress 
aS A 0) 


C for cultural clout > 0 
G O w | 
P4 


l'his immanent plane is dicey 

But the interruption 

does not cease 

and it can be a triumph 

j if, as in dreams 

SSN it is allowed to stink and continue, 


‘Say a d’racha for the harvest 
Rooms and windows č 
ooking out at the greenery 

Spared of the blade 

You are secured in the opening of an eyelid 


LE 


Remnants of precision 

Dot your as-of-yet unchanged body 

And the field around it 

Solely kept by breath and garden hoe 

Say ab’racha 

for identity diffusion 

Say a b’racha 

for pointed arrows in spite of that 

‘They glow in the room with the slanted roof , 
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Apollo 


Oh lift the veil 
but don't forget the lake of song we wield 
and if you fall through the scope of nests and still 
feel alone, don't hesitate to let the corpse of what 
called you rest for now- this dawn comes through your heart in a slow but 
sustainable manner- and now you will see the truce made between all of these boats- the breath 
of all interpretations, 
the miraculous, the transgressive, the stroke of bad luck. 


Oh lift the veil but know the sun cares not for eternity. 
Our hearts laced in ephemeral fire, 
the lake of our song, purified by a humble resolve. 

Oh make a nest and call to your friends- of how your 
corpse is risen. But make the lake of song into punctuation. 
Oh breathe new air 
but let fall the veil- it covers your ears, not just your eyes. 


I'm speaking to the serpent in turmoil 
but also the maker of needs- don't be a grammarian 
of desire, it ends up getting people killed. Your lungs will be the artifacts 
of memories to come. Oh prophesy as ye must, but remember how 
we all speak in tongues. The veil, lifted, and the ineffable remaining ineffable. 
But here, at this very moment, our words are the angels. 
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Levinas said, 


the presence of God is in the Encounter 
but me? I’m a be-“spectacle” 
-d traumatized r-tard 


and who but the Jews 

and Greeks will mourn 
and Fred Moten called him 
out on it, in a book 


I only read the first couple 
pages of. It was a conversation 


between Levinas 

and someone else 

and Levinas said, 

only the Jews and Greeks mourn 


while the rest of the world dances. 
I remember being 


amused by this 

as Moten too seemed to wrestle 

with whether Levinas was, in Moten’s 
own words, “d’void of funk” 


and I remember watching at 
different times the lecture he gave at Naropa, which in part 
seemed like a takedown of Claudia Rankine’s “Citizen” 


which is well known as a book 
about microaggressions 
I won’t be definite 


about this, I remember he discussed 

the co-signing of white propriety 

and Black dispossession 

and how that book played a hand 

in that. 

Maybe those moments, frozen moments, 


chosen as a gem that shines 
commodified this co-signing, I think 
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I took 


from that 
lecture. 


And when I started hormones last year 

and when they hit 

it suddenly felt like I was being pulled along, by the moon, by history, 
pulled along by time in 

a different way, 

breaking the barriers, breaking glasses 

against the kitchen window, 

setting up shrines 

and installations 

like some Howard Finster and Eric Andre hybrid, 
I called it, on new moons, then fatigue, 

chills and shitting 

a lot on the full moon. 


This past year I learned 

that with queering of stoner culture 
and mass availability of at least some 
kind of weed, came the Real Life Dynamic 
in a neoliberal fascist hellscape 

where people might just smoke you out 
so they can narc on you in other ways. 
Gosh, the weed textured 

it in some ways didn’t it? 

Pulled along, across the months 

into delirious fear and bemusement 


by the fall 
I was suddenly pulled into the correspondences between myths professing 
to be secrets. 
I had already placed diary entries in the form 
of playlists and poems 
and anger that didn’t know where else to release 
and there were signs 
they had a number on me, still 
waking, still breaking, 
like a homeless man stopped me as I was leaving “Antebellum Cafe” asking for money 
for food, then a ride 
and I did the “I don’t have any cash on me” and “I don’t have any room in that car” 
and with the ride thing he was like, 
“I’m going to work, man! At Habitat, by the tracks! The tracks, man! You know, the 
train” 
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He was Black and I was a Jew 

and another trans Jew wrote songs about 

the train coming through, 

and how we are the “frozen girls in a planned out world,” 
like we’re the “so called frozen, chosen!” Har har! 


It?s awkward but not 


many people would understand. 
Anyway I was delirious, on Election Day, 
the whites were out to Brunch already 


and then there was the time 

later that month, where a guy Td seen in 
that other cafe was smoking a cig outside, 
almost looked like he wanted to talk to me, 
I was panicking 


because I couldn’t tell if I had left my wallet 
at home, in the car 


or if I had dropped it. Same deal. 

I don’t know the guy, but then saw him 

on video at the Commissioner’s 

Regular session, saying he was holding back 

from cursing 

out the commissioners who didn’t vote in favor of keeping 


the local homeless encampment. 
I thought, “oh he’s on ‘our’ side!” 
and “he probably thinks I’m a foolish lost soul who hasn’t done shit for the community” 


and he’s probably correct, though 

I wouldn’t go by the metrics of my own projections, just that he introduced himself as a 
Servant of the Lord 

at a Leadership Society meeting at the college 

that rubbed me the wrong way, pointless, the irony being I haven’t 
committed in the past ten years to serving anyone but the Lord, 

me rapidly entering and exiting 

the cafe, avoiding him, 

both scenes probably painting me 

as afraid of sharing space 

with Black men 

this early in my drifting 

away from being a man, claiming a gem of wisdom for all this layered past. 


It is true, I mean, what they sing about 
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“you who choose to lead must follow” 

and then there’s... BOOOTS ARE MAAAADE FOR WALKIN, THATS JUST WHAT THEY’LL 
DO, ONE OF THESE DAYS THESE BOOTS ARE GONNA...WALK ALL OVER YOU, 
WAAAALLK ALLLLLL OVER YOOUUUUUU, WALK ALL OVER 
YOUUUUHUAJHHHHHHHHHHHH 


on a platform 

or waiting to get on one 

to meet the “princess” 

with enough grace and stability 

to have my utilities like crutches, 

but ones whose movements I control, 
violent through sand 


but pragmatic, sometimes in a neutral way 
and the spinning of the hour never feral controlled 
in the forest 

I met Tort, 

tried to explain my paper I was writing 

to them, eventually got wound 

up in jargon, we laughed, 

they were interested, 

a lot of the rest were youngsters 

who probably thought Katz Mo and I 

were opportunists, maybe cops, 


the generations field a strange 

transference, it’s just that now I see it all breaking down 
into nonsense, maybe because 

my long held fear of “having a public meltdown 


and getting called a guy for it” 

is a fear I can face- is this propriety? It could be a surrender 
to the ocean, like even Douglas Kearney 

was advising me to do 


“engage with the world” 


what is the world 
and what is it that I’ve been doing 


I sacrifice myself Socratically 
to surveillance, blossoming 
on a hillside that was fake, 
but solidified, sinister echoes 


cloistered, it was an era, 
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“blank slate”: my ass 


Do I bring you up, Tortuguita, 

as opportunism? 

The wind blows through my fingers. 
I can’t help it. 
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that day in October 

when we crossed paths 

on my way to the post office 

what was that 

what wind took the man 

who almost seems like an Overseer 
and you 


into this frame 

you know I never had designs on this design 
or even really saw it 

except in the dates of death and birth 

what a strange thing 

and did I ever feel sorry for Wendell Gee 

I do now 


35 


TDOYV, 2023 


giving women relationship advice 
at the cafe counter 

falling in favor 

it feels 

like, i don't like men 

that way, but 1 know how emotional 


attachment feels 
in that odd contract having 
been on both sides of an emotional clench 


cis women still say "socialized male" 
about cis men, a therapist said that about 
me last summer, 1 went off on him, 


in the green of a briar-laden awakening 
and i wonder if the gaps, the contradictions 
are what weigh Americans down, 

a populace addicted, as Kearney said, 

to the "smoothness" 


my hunch is 
why not talk about assignment more than socialization 
the thorn is that adjacencies remain but they mean 


very distinct things, sometimes in contrast 

with each other. resemblances clock etiquette 

in a class war. 

i know what it's like to struggle to loose a man's grip 
on the psyche, the inbox, 


i know what it's like to have a man energize and then swallow 
the spirit. also, this is kind of like Alps Road Elementary- 

"at least at the boys' table i can talk 

about farts and side-scrollers," 

the danger being, "boys vs girls" then 

was mainly a white thing, and the white folks here 

are either Nextdoor Mafia or Angry Populists, 

and I don't trust any of it to work out. 

Someone talked of "lunch tables" in this whole game 

and I felt it, also was frustrated he wouldn't encourage my mission 
to get out of the whole damn cafeteria- 

it's like, I'm a Jew, everyone else is Christian, 

and the mythopoetics of Revelation appear to be 
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hitting everyone, as well as the scarcity mindset 

or mindsets that try to compensate 

I'm mess of passive complicity and stored away illumination 
an apparition that never was not present in the field of vision 
able to hide, and pray for a Messianic that isn't a person 
getting over myself 


I see the class war. I see the way the new "boys and girls" 

are treated differently, welcome on different proverbial sides of the tracks almost, 
and I don't trust the Fascist-fighting people who think they're actually 

fighting fascism. I see things breaking down and recombining 

and I'll trust a Left Hegelian who is almost a National Bolshevist 

over someone who is "anti-fascist" to at least understand what 

fascism is. Because the world has twined away 

into its dissolution 


over and over again, claiming to praise 

the feminine while brute force crushes 

everything in its path. and when one is this close to 

the volcano, an implicated dream shines 

uncanny, in glimmers, and at times it even washes over 
the straight and narrow 


reflected from television screens. I don't believe 
in this boxy air condition, but around 19 

I realized this was Earth, this was what 

I'd be staring into 
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Is it of blades of grass 
emerging still and imposing, 
or is it of moss 


which in your youth 
was some kind of novelty? 
but now you are able to drive 


to places where 
a lot of moss is. 
and the hill with the swingset, the tree 


with the swingset is still there. 
there's another one. 
it looks like either a burning bush 


or the gates of the heavens. whichever 
the light plays upon 


as the shells of suns 


perform benign seances. 
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Think of finitude as you 
hold us in prayer- exhumed dead crickets 
in jars, the slump that got over the hump 
only to fade back into dust 


digital dust, a dirty computer, 

the lifeblood of a taurine-infused Jolt, 
lets the gates of Heaven open 

as the pavement is smoothly traversed 
the chorus of endless fading 

in the hilly roads 
warped reboots, static on the radio 
the fact that only Boomers really got hooked 
on Pandora and the self-selected reigned 


elsewhere, to be bought and sold 
for sure, to be re-played- 
but a pocket watch in a tumble of Tumblrs 
glinting like a gem- a Tumblr, born under punches- I’m so thin 


benign exposure 
to itemization, objectification, 
contact tracing in regards to the systemic, 
Heiress to this fresh hell 
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Every Twenty Years (Radio Free) 


There was something of luminosity 
grasped at the beginning of Fall 
right before the ax fell 

and it was too late to swing 

a dagger. 

This is not a curse, 

the whole shebang seems to 


be like this. New clumps of leaves catered to the cold drive. 


I remember hearing all 

that music and envisioning 

a light turning on. In some room 
empty save for a man 

and yes, it was definitely a man, 

in some non-descript office building. 


Some people call this the cross roads 
and some call it denial. And still it shines 
like it did in Junior High. 
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Approaching the summit 
of a conclusion that disturbed me, 
I split the morsels into further fragments, 


not meant as clues or even chess pieces, 
but maybe puzzle pieces not of the same 
puzzle 


in communication with one another, 
driven by their own activation 


available in the Devil’s Cauldron- 
YouTube, Spotify 


because these were fangs that were dangling down 
don’t pretend like it just came out of me 
or that it’s an echo of The Worst 


your quiet bracketing does not beckon me 
so I'll knock over the pails 
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If it shocks you it’s war 
season then I’m 


already mad 
at you for something you 
didn’t say, but the cold iris 


encases me 

this time around, 

lets me expand without expounding 

is a juggernaut whose image is familiar 


but you only know once you’re in that storm gutter what it feels like 


so spoke Michael D’ Angelo and Robin 
Hood but it’s true, egg cartons 
packed but later used 


to deface the already disgraceful 
Excuse me if I do not hold 

it together, I do see a problem 
where empathy is selective 

and selfhood is demolished or 
the selfhood I once thought was 
continuous is demolished 


more room for uprooting in 

this dull stricture- it’s not a home 

but it can function 

as one. Forgive me if these words are 


misplaced. It’s just I never could cry out 
without predicates, when what was determined 


was intelligibility, it’s the transference 
of something that defies explanation 
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Across the huddled cafeteria | am here again. It turns out there was a rearrangement and 
here's the Big Whitelash but Teens Again. 


Minorities caught between sacrificial lambing and inclusion into a fake drama atop the ebbs 
and flows, and so much smog. 


They've let out the motifs for us to be catalyzed by. We get to decide to what to do with that. | 
think we all still have some modicum of control. 


They don't want us to and want us to fight. And we will, again and again. 


There's a fight people have heard about, but like, specifically re: white people need to take a 
breath and let the realization that many of us are only realizing personally and in our 
relationships that we aren't who we thought we were, on many levels. 


| want good to come of it and sometimes it will. And sometimes I'll be like "ok actually I'm 
gonna shid on the floor." 


It's a clearing. There are echoes of a second's cringe, and the crossed signals. Tell me "shut 
up bitch" or "you aren't entitled to my emotional labor" but communicate the boundaries 
clearly so you aren't led to that silent but torturous brook. | love you in the end. 


A girl is lying on the cement face down, yelling just to be heard, showing the ugly that built up. 
Those of us who realized we weren't men did not give into the hate. But you think the ugly in 
us has more inherent radioactivity maybe, and tbh those of us on both sides of the aisle are 
realizing that Manhood is Horrible and Lonely. By definition angry and alone. The things 
between our legs are of little use in any of this in feeling included and maybe that's a blessing. 


The wooden mallets will be cartoonish as the fash sweep in. And the whites still run things. 
This is going to be a Decade For the Whites and thx | hate it, don't you? 


It doesn't have to be. But here's some indie rockers trying to give fuel to do whatever with. 
Motifs are made to mean something different, but also possess something of their original 
purpose. But why'd you tailor that coat so intentfully? What are you trying to preserve. 


It's dicey but it's getting cold out figuratively and so l'Il take it for the moment. 


| extend this out. 


i A Wait Where Am I Again (White People Problems in Both Ways) 
N N Laura Ruach Johnson - Playlist - 12 songs 
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A quill from 


the well of nostalgia 

but not for pleasure or saturation 
some kind of coat 

of arms moving forward, I 


can’t say army but it meets 


the moment, the fluid sluice 
and a blinding 

light within 

a fight for sure 

but one fought by surrendering 
but always being 


at “the moment before,” 
trying on scarcity 


mindsets for 
practice. My sisters and I emerging 


a strange blue egg, eye 
of the storm prompting snapshot 


“hide your eyes and pose for the pic” 


but melted and open eyed, 
melted 

by the sun or the urge 

to be so. 
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Cookies 


Privacy 


Your Library 


Create Playlist 


Liked Songs 


Wait Wher... 


Darkness Fades 
Sharon Van Etten 


Train Comes Through 


Ezra Furman 


I'll Try 
Sharon Van Etten 


Dressed In Black 


Ezra Furman 


Anything 
Sharon Van Etten 


Point Me Toward The Real 
Ø Ezra Furman 


Headspace 
Sharon Van Etten 


Lilac And Black 


Ezra Furman 


Come Back 
Sharon Van Etten 


Temple Of Broken Dreams 


Ezra Furman 


Mistakes 
Sharon Van Etten 


Come Close 


Ezra Furman 
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Playlist: 
MARK FISCHER PRICE 


1. Bruce Haack- Blow Job 
2. CSNY- Carry On 
3. REM- Hope 
4. Young Jesus- Ocean 
5. Indigo de Souza- 17 
6. Spirit of the Beehive- WRONG CIRCLE 
7. CSNY- Deja Vu 
8. Indigo de Souza- Late Night Crawler 
9. Dry Cleaning- Scratchyard Landyard 
10. Spirit of the Beehive- ENTERTAINMENT 
11. Young Jesus- Shepherd Head 
12. CSNY- 4+20 
13. Indigo de Souza- Kill Me 
14. Spirit of the Beehive- THERE’S NOTHING YOU CAN’T DO 
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In Those Years (the 2010s) 


Was a decade 
when I couldn't 


find myself, eeking through 
the drive-thru line, a false burst 
bottoming out, a new prism 

I could only start 

to see myself in once 

that bastard was 


already in office. But I found 

God. That was the big deal. There is 

no more to say than that. It wasn't as though 

I lost God, just the approach was recovered 

through suggestions from Toxic Christians, ironically 
the Same Force and the new reframing of It as Other 
to make me come back to myself, then the Tzimtzum 


in the form 
of Cognitive Behavioral Therapy, a False Recovery, a 


false burst. Pavement, long shifts 
and the flags now at half-mast all 


the time. I skittered off to the edge, 

still a boat lost at sea, broadcasting on cb 

to the radicalized, because "Kristeva is like 

Paglia or Peterson, you can just name drop her at cock- 


tail parties” that owed it to the girls, jealousy 
and empty time. On Tumblr 


after everyone left, awoken 

by Princess Nokia and queer people of faith 
suddenly noting how it felt weird 

to be misgendered at the drive thru 

my hamburger 


without buns, my hot 
fudge sundae. There is no atoning 
for this 
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suspended time, just have 
to keep going 
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PUSSY 


Would it be wrong to step into 

such a cauldron, 

bells of Vespers and their reverb, 
defining a pitch, dotting 

horizons with snow. 

Could be arranged but will 

I be killed, in the process 

as the arm decided to stretch towards me 


that long prog song they did 

about a storyteller shedding light, 

the risk assessment catapulted 

into a pre-ordained call 

miles away from nothing. Your instant 
dissolves in time. And I’m here with you, 
electing to stay in the flesh 


remembering how I love bellies 
and the hair that leads 

down to the genitals, 

rarefied banality codified 

and friendly if you let it. This 
interesting cloud 


of being jealous of you 

because you can take a dick. 

And wanting to feel those sensations 
as you do, and learning 

to be okay with my option 

to fill you and the wild possibility 
that it would please you 


fuck, I want it. It’s nimble and 
careful. I start 


to squirt before it actually happens. 
Take the distance as a blessing 

for now it can sound 

like a wet cunt, 

in the lead up. Treading 

a gummy road, tender. 


DICK 
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It’s never 

been something I 
thought I’d say, thought 
I'd want, ina 

way that seems to clear 
the arch of my 

back, but here I 

stand, earthen 

and ready to ask 

you to put 

your dick in me. 


If you are like me, 

you've had to deal 

with a long and winding path 

with few returns that look like wins, 
and are cherishable in the way a 


door lock on a Chrysler Fifth Avenue from the eighties is. 


Just plunge it in, 

feel like it’s in prayer in my 
hole, telling it slant, 

blessed by walls 

and ready to penetrate further. 
If you are like me 


your cock aches. It’s like 

a waistline is a minefield of 
pleasure, but not just on a mammal, 
on this etheric fishbowl too. 

Let your cock shine a rainbow in me, 
to be seen only in my guts. 

Let yourself thrust in 

and out, however if makes you feel 
even if you feel too much 


like a dude, and then feel the familiar, staleness. 
Let me bounce on you, 

to let you know I’m present, 

to notify you of explosions far away. 

I’m riding to be on time. 
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It happens. | hatefuck too 
Y 
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Jism 
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Let me just you know 

get myself situated 

in the situation, to allow the grammar 

to shift in that rhizomatic 

way, let me just fix 

my panties, get that heart chakra aligned 

with the crown chakra, in that all-encompassing way 
the Kether to Malkuth that Cannot Be Known 

even though that goy made it into a song 


It's only proper 

for a woman to go into 

interior design, as a point 

of conversation, the situated interior 

that only a cis man like Robert Duncan 

was attuned to the poetics of, and that's why 
he's to be praised even though 

he's a doofus. I'm a doofus because I eat the breakfast 
cereal. The fructose they made us read from 
in the ingredients of Very Berry Kix 

in the third grade, 


the sweet thrills that seemed to edify 

that the adults warned of decay whenever 
seeing a dependence on them 

that made them ashamed for you, 
projecting their generational grief 

and thinking they could end racism 

by just saying "no" 


Is this a feminine trait, making a nest 
a queen bed in this fractal diaspora? 
Fuck this 
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As the lightning falls 
I notice the falling shapes, 
even warnings in the guise 


of suggestions, to tread lightly 
as though I haven’t done so 
my entire life 


Feeling blamed for the gravity 
and the drift, weeds growing 
from concrete, yellowed 

in the sun. Broken by 


letters to safety, 

letters to an unknown God, 

craters in the systemic migraine 

like black holes in the universe’s coda, 
its postcard facsimile. 


I find tenderness here. It is 
fleeting but I can tell it’s genuine. 
It is almost not addressed to anyone 


or between anyone 
but like the warnings 


it seems like an imprint 
left from long ago. 
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So I had to see 

a darkness, a blur but not passing 
by, it was hard to imagine 

the killing of the weak 


so many presidents drove us 


away from it, gave us kid 

gloves, oo fancy catsup oo plasma donation 

I love my brothers and sisters and know they aren’t the problem 

And it’s funny because they are 

Why did James Baldwin have to be the one saying it’s really the goyim selling us all out, it’s 
obvious that stuff like that alienated him from my people 


It’s a contradiction. I grew up on the right side of the tracks raised by people who didn’t, I mean 
my nanny was my grandmother and she was born a century ago 


I mean there is a matrilineal chain I 
mean, 


there are goyim everywhere. I now know what it’s like being released into the tundra, by the 
same people who promised a warm world, but didn’t like when we disobeyed the Old Roman 
Cross 


like it’s a fad 

like our presence justifies your discomfort and your abuse 

The rosy cross, anemic, complexion what they call almost Yeshiva green 
Even the Anarchists are humorless bitch asses 

coercing us into their goyish circuses 

when push comes 

to shove, the tilt of the weak into the stars, into the most gruesome 

do you not dread that? 

do you not see that? 
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Playlist: 
THE MCDONALD’S SPITE HITS DIFFERENTLY 


1. Kanye West- Runaway (feat. Pusha T) 
2. Mission of Burma- Academy Fight Song 
3. zannie- forest flesh 
4. TunaBunny- The Way the World Works 
5. OV Dirty Bastard- Don’t U Know 
6. Vic Chesnutt- I’m Through 
7. Steely Dan- Monkey in Your Soul 
8. The Last Poets- On the Subway 
9. Sonic Youth- Society is a Hole 
10. Television Personalities- Sense of Belonging 
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interesting how the image of the trickster 

has reappeared, invisible billboard but amidst -ify’s, 
something old, like the greatest generation being lived out 

by millennials and those same greatest grandparents 
resurrected in a Gen Z cusp queer in Florida say getting beaten 
or raped in a hotel, and the strangest thing happened where 


Now people are only friend in the hood, 

Have I been liberated without being absolved? Is that the new 

Portlandia? I have a hyperfixation on the idea of someone swallowing my cock, 
like choking on it but managing to dislodge it from my body, 

down the hatch 


mostly what I felt for girls when I started to realize I 
Was one of them was wonder and grief 
What is happening is strange because I just felt 


separate the whole time, 

And I got used to re-emerging 

by qualifying with the therapy jargon 
without realizing by the end of the year 


it would be 1991 

sorry buster the world 

is a boxy Chevy Astro van again 
just italicized. 
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Playlist: 
UGLY 


1. Kendrick Lamar- Crown 
2. Martin Rev- Whisper 
3. Moontype- Your Mom 

4. The Mothers of Invention- It Can’t Happen Here 
5. Young Jesus- Faith 
6. R.E.M.- Tongue 
7. Crack Cloud- Philosopher’s Calling 
8 Grateful Dead- What’s Become of the Baby (1969 Mix) 
9. Locate S, 1- Personalia 
10. The Apples in Stereo- Benefits of Lying (With Your Friend) 
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January 3rd, 2023 

I am staying in 

a Hampton Inn 

no home for a trans femme 

these days, I find myself noticing 

how this kind of environment has never 

been safe for some, whoever 

is targeted, as in you 

can’t learn the rules 

and you will lose some dignity whether you play 


their game or not 

It feels like many businesses are playing 
a game of pool to pass the time 

in the monotony and burnout 

in the rage and home-cloud. 


So another generation will go down 
in flames if we don’t act soon. 


I’m speaking to -you-, dull scriber, 

advantageous wrestler, 

avatar of something like a 00s era piece of Koch Brothers propaganda 
set up to make liberal arts students hate each other. 

The reasons are ringing. 
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So is this it 
Do I go out 
with the sleazebags 


The ones usually ending up in tents 

Strange how the mirror of childhood arises not 

as a prop but more as a vapor 

Grandparents who knew well in spite of 

the smashed foundation they carried 

Are you really saying they haven’t been coming 

for us all this time, I think in those days not every ear was 
deaf to what I had to say 


And what I had to say 

was an inner pleasure 

an inheritance that 

had yet to reveal its meaning 

Do the sleaze bags more often resemble 

the deceased and what’s it with that? 

The strain of popular indifference leaves me more 
scandalized than ever 
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Stained Glass 


When you worship at this altar, 
do you call it a headstone 
or do you prefer to call it discarded 
sanctioned to a shop window 


a false memory 


Sometimes I think you should say it’s fake 
The porous figure is propped 
up to project posterity, 
a sign moving through flames 
but the flames are what is risen 


there is God deep in here 
but not in posterity 


a mothering designed to be smashed 
like the Abraham smashed the idols 
a teetotaling farce 
a mesh interface between myself and the world 
in the middle of life 
in some kind of wood, again, 
bent as if the containing space was narrow, 


a clearing reveals itself. 
The clearing is not posterity 


but the same shop window whizzes by 
and I start to wonder if it’s you again 
not huddled but reconciled 
in the rafters, hit by a beam of light 
that you also guide 
though it has been sanctioned by God- 
who is anything but posterity. 


did I dream this 
and does that matter 


All anonymous, 
the alchemy emerging- 
the shop window again? 
The hand covered by a cloth napkin? 
Kid gloves in the realm of tigers? 
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Prism is river’s source 


not posterity but not disregarding it. 


| look over 

my shoulder and realize 

that the mileage count has faded, 
and the columns, dominos fall 

in a way that can't be quantified. 


Simplified- power wielded for no purpose 
other than managing 

emotions, as 

the house travels on its own. 
Constellation time burning 

bright against the darkness 


bridge is illuminated 
but | can’t tell you what it is 


not just the destination but the bridge 
itself- I've dwelled here 

all my life. | rise 

up to claim a grievance 

that I've managed to let this happen. 


Used to be blurry, 

used to not see the story 

us hooded reaper-likenesses 
chewing on comfort 

like coca leaves, staying out 
and shopping 

for a card, a deferment 
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Why would you stop me 
from doing what I wanted to do 
did it ever hurt you 


and why would you do this after 
you were hurt 


myth of a persisting light 
it is not truth, it is not falsehood 


appearances glisten, 
slowly weathering 
meet the bonanza of a long street 


it is no wonder I have always been at edges 
cliffhanger of a story that barely started 
did you clip the wings on purpose 
did you hold me back on purpose 
are all the familiar faces villains 


I defended myself with a power 
that I thought met my life 


it is like the game of 4D chess that many talk about nowadays 
but interestingly enough, there is always 
the abandoned barn on the side of the road 


driven by for no reason, less than an hour to midnight 
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Something about looking 

at your face, and voice, 

you look like my grandpa’s nephew 
David from Miami and you remind me of 
myself as a little boy 

and I guess that’s who you are in 


some ways. This means nothing 

but it’s an interesting Floridian entanglement 

and I feel a tenderness towards you 

I once described as horny, sisterly, and maternal all 


at the same time. You said you didn’t mind. 
I have all these friends who I have paid to watch fuck their ass but they’re like 
soul siblings, in the nucleus, a loogie in gender, in the transmigration of souls 


A white trans woman on my feed 
who was from the same place that song 
“Liquor Kitty” 


drew from, and, having moved to Washington State, says that this movement out of these 
states will be 

in the future known 

as the Great Trans Migration 


and I thought it was corny and improper 
but beautifully ironic all the same 


if you are in the know 
about Kabbalist ideas of reincarnation 


anyway I have a video of her getting fucked in the ass she sent me and 
I still fap to it sometimes. 


You’ve posted the past several days 

that you’re about to kill yourself 

and I don’t want you to 

but I am scared to offer anything 

but gestures of understanding and love 

a carpet rolled out between anonymity and intimacy 

a substitute for the laughter and forgetting of the local 
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Getting the sense 

that the frustration is with 
the Holocaust being 

The Starship 


Enterprise of all other 
holocausts, 


like most holocausts are storied, 
muddied and local 


there is an abuse that transcends locality. 


It is transference so deep 
in the thickets but afraid 


to admit this. 
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Playlist: 
DOOFUS IN DOOFUSLAND 


1. Mile High Club- Kluges I 
2. Goat Girl- The Crack 
3. Elf Power- Artificial Countrysides 
4. Steely Dan- Any World (That m Welcome To) 
5. Kendrick Lamar- Count Me Out 
6. Bob Dylan- Sweetheart Like You 
7. The Residents- Part Four: Never Known Questions 
8. Washington Phillips- What Are They Doing In Heaven Today? 
9. Sharon Van Etten- Born 
10. Pharoah Sanders- Love 
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Your footsteps talked 

of a spellbound insistence 
of a wave, azure, expansive 
to cure time, a rock on 
which to stand 

to ignore the folds 


I stood on that rock too 
And in fact my feet, holographic 
as acknowledged, clutch onto it 


what spectral insistences 
you may have been right to speak of 


but it’s a shadow upon a shadow, 
a smudge upon a smudge 
don’t look away though 


I was trained for this, wondering 


if I had a vagina at birth 

if I'd have had a correct diagnosis by now 

I wonder if I’m schizotypal 

But if the button downs and lime green pants 

were just seen as male bravado at the time 

I feel like I’ve lived the Hysterical Woman treatment, 
but going into Target in those soggy days, 

living from hotel to hotel 

with no good reason but soothe my soul or 

bake my skull 

It was, as I told my therapist, 

being looked at like I was a mass shooter 

or a sexual predator 

but with the persistence as if I “might be in a gang” 
To challenge heaviness with innuendo, 

getting across the emotions 

as told in the hall of mirrors 

or its memory 


It’s not that I need to be warned 

of the greatest stars in the looking glass 
But the way, in simply 

clawing upon earth, 

my magnitude outweighs me. 
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There isn’t a way to 
see me at 
this time- the face 


is constantly 


changing, the potholes 
and grooves in which 


you seek clues are fronts 
for an orchestral swell 


of which you know nothing 


And I know that some want to 


prove me mad, and yes I did start 


finding meaning 


in numbers, city started feeling 
like it did as a backdrop 
in that movie “The Spectacular 
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Now 


I mean the repetition of place, 
the circuity of circumstance 


I’ve turned to the tides 
The moon, 


the ocean. I won’t 
go back. I keep 
repeating this, as I walk further 


and further, knowing 
at some point I’ Il just 
have to swim. 
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Like a spigot spitting 
anger, like water 


droplets colored 

like bedazzled black 

dress, a thorn in the side 
they call it but all it’s saying 
is you are the thorn 


in my side but I have these 
alternate worlds within a droplet 
does it matter if it’s passion or 


disorder in this world 
walking up and down hills 
alone with feminine feeling- 
this is as real as the false 


community you advertise. 
Scarcity mindset, Why-O 
L-O-Why in real 

time, averse to the pulls 


and pushes, are you? Whatever suits 


you, the cauldron 

being stirred, stem broken 
in careening music, wind 
music. 
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Seeing things that say 

“stand with us” as though to expose 
and confirm the danger 

but here’s the thing: 

you, human, are still standing 
between the duke and the dutchess 


dehumanization does not dehumanization 
make, slow scroll or troll and grip the moment but not 


every encounter is 


an Encounter. Yes I see the fractured abacus of souls, now I can believe 
in the fractal diaspora many a Christian therapist poo-pooed when I answered their question 


about my beliefs about the afterlife. 
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Playlist: A New Bridge 


1. Kraftwerk- Kometenmeoldie 1 
2. Kendrick Lamar- LOVE (FEAT. ZACARD 
3. Crack Cloud- More of What 
4. Grateful Dead- Terrapin Station Medley 
5. The Weeknd- Here We Go... Again 
6. Sharon Van Etten- Darkish 
7. Salami Rose Joe Lewis- Octagonal Room 
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Why do sò many men int 
Professions of therapy el 
teaching speak in riddles, just 
answer your own fucking 
Question you bastard 


No offense if you are a dude 
teacher who does this Dut 
seriously wit 


Like, stop making yourself out 
to be a smarmy ren master 
ark) making me look kke a foc! 


Not taking you 


Not taung aboutto you 


"EWANI yOu to thank about that 
Ok and wrwie i do that, you ar 

Qet same fresh an and suck a 
bee) fat nut 
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